tremble like a young man at the threshold of his fin
seduction. He wanted to beat me., it appeared. It toa
me five minutes to talk him out of it, and when I h&
ended, he apologized. "I didn't know you were ^ a
educated woman/5 he said. He went on to preach t
me mistily for half an hour of evolution.
Friday's man wasn't certain whether he want^
most to hurt me or impress me. He had been oftet
before and usually rings up to make an appointment
He is in love with a married woman who is getting j
divorce, and cannot go about with her for six montib
for fear of the Kong's Proctor. "It's an awful bore/
he said, "seeing her every day at parties and not bemj
able to do anything. Still, the only practical thing^i
to have a mistress. Come on, don't hang about. Strif
off your clothes and get into bed.'5
Only three of the ten men I had last week weri
silent or talked to me as if I were a fellow-human
There was a fatherly business man on Monday who gave
me five pounds with scarcely a word. There was a
young brewer who followed him who joked about his
work. There was a shy youth with a sable-lined over-
coat on Tuesday who flung down six pounds and took
my telephone number. It was a good week: thirty
pounds of receipts. But how much tolerant weariness
went to earn it.
I am happier on the game than I was five years ago
because I am no longer afraid of my fellow-prostitutes.
I didn't set out deliberately to make thek acquaintance.
It was only casually, encounter by encounter, that I got
to know them. "Hullo, dear/* they would stop me,
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